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orld’s ! tallest man-made structure 


bs lubricated by \exaco 


ALLER even than the Eiffel Tower—the new 

Chrysler Building pierces the clouds 1046 feet 
above the sidewalks of New York. It represents the 
culminating achievement of the architectural efforts 
of all the ages. 

But the Chrysler Building is more than a monu- 
ment—it has become a center for world-wide busi- 
ness. Executives, salesmen, thousands of employees, 
must be whisked ten, fifty, even seventy-one floors in 
brief seconds! To do this the Chrysler Building 
maintains the world’s longest installation for vertical 
transportation. The smooth, faultless operation of 
this highly perfected elevator system is assured by 
the exclusive use of Texaco Lubricants. 

It is always Texaco that goes hand in hand with 
the pioneers of progress—fueling and lubricating 
new airplanes, new liners, new automobiles, new 
industrial machines. Because Texaco too, is a pio- 
neer. Always advancing, always improving — ever 
paving the way for greater achievement by antici- 
pating every fuel and lubrication need with a spe- 
cially developed and distinctly superior product. 

To every manufacturer, engineer, and motorist, 
in each of our 48 States, the Texaco Red Star with 
the Green T points the way to finer quality and 


greater economy in petroleum products. 


THE TEXAS COMPANY 


Refiners of a complete line of Texaco Petroleum Products, 
including Gasoline, Motor Oil, Industrial Lubricants, 
Railroad and Marine Lubricants, Farm Lubricants, 


Road Asphalts and Asphalt Roofing. 


a ee 
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TEXACO 


The mark of quality for petroleum products 





The Chrysler Building is served by 32 swift 
passenger elevators capable of 1000 feet per 
minute. Batteries of motor-generators, 
motor-driven hoists, selector equipment, 
automatic safety devices and a vast network 
of cables and intricate electrical machinery 
complete the system. 
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t Jack SHUTTLEWorRTH, Editos 


The House Naval Committee an- 
nounces a battleship building program 


billion dollars. Our ex 


chequer won't stand many naval re- 


to cost a 
duction campaigns like this. 


And the trouble boat 
‘aces is that we usually collapse be 


ore the winning crew does. 


Ww ith college 





GEORG 


JeAN NATHAN RICHARD J. WALSH 


“India.” 


says a London authority, 
“must accept the same laws as the 
rest of the empire.”” What’s sauce 


for the goose is sauce for the Gandhi. 


Maybe the market would stop tak 
ing these sickening tumbles if the big 
guns would stop assuring us that con 


ditions are fundamentally sound. 


The First 


aes traeen aA 
‘ tr wy 


mara 


Sipney S. Lenz, Contributing Editors 


JUDGING THE NEWS 


The Gulf 
says, is gradually drawing near to 
New York. Just let Grover Whalen 
know the date and he'll be down at 
the Battery to welcome it. 


Stream, a sea captain 


In the old days farmers used to 
pray for rain. Now they just go out 


and polish their cars. 
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© din’t these hitch-hikers a nuisance 


Tota STRANGER 
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Commencement Cracks 


“Wi: LL, thank Heaven, that’s th: 


fh \ 

} / -_ 2 last I'll see of this dump ! 
“Remember, young men and women 

that the greatest thing in life is not 

money, not luxury, not power, not the 

or plaudits of the multitude. 

truth!’ 


praise 


but 


“Now, 


comes 


brothers. every man who 
the fall 
Freshman with him 


that we can pledge to Beta Stu.” 





back he re In should 


bring at least one 


“You're going with that firm as an 


executive? Haw! haw! haw!’ 
“Well! well! well! If it isn’t old 
Egghead Sperry! Gosh. I haven't 


seen vou since 


“Now, listen here, fellow. 
you just try to leave town without set 


tling this bill and my attorney I] 


young 


“Pst! Pst! Bill : Duck over to 11) \ 
room after this is through. | got 


somethin’ real from Canada.” 


“Promise me, Gertie, you'll 


until I get “4 vood job, and I'll 


wit 


“C’mon, felluhs, 
‘Alma Mater’ 
’way from dear ol’ 


lesh shing good ol 


onesh more ‘fore o 


rh 
school.” 


e, Fred?” 





Drat that chemist. 


I asked him fora mixture to ward off evil spells and he must have given 
mea love-potion ! 














JUDGE 














“Coming events cast their shadows before.” 


No Megaphone Handy 


Then there was the Rudy Vallée 
imitator who sang the Stein Song 
through a cardboard container. 


And the only other guy we ever 
heard who could talk as fast as a radic 
fight announcer was the guy who sold 
us the blamed thing. 


The airplane, they say, has changed 
our mode of living in this country. 
And, of course, our mode of dying. 


Dora is so dumb she thinks the 
Scotchmen who fought with Wallace 
and Bruce fought with them over who 
should pay the dinner checks or some- 
thing. 


And it seems some judges and pro- 
bation officers, on their days off, get 
themselves indicted. 
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Up In the Air 
Cornet and Mrs.  Lindbergh’s 


plane raced through the clouds at 
a speed well over a hundred miles an 
hour. Below them towered the snow 
capped peaks of huge mountains. 
Ahead of them was a blanket of fog 
that presaged dangerous flying condi 
tions. 

With his eyes glued to the instru 
ments, the Colonel kept the ship on a 
steady course, ever pitting his skill 
against the forces of nature. The 
motor roared a new age symphony as 
mile after mile was speedily covered. 


Suddenly the Colonel felt a tug on 


the telephone line. Could anything 
have happened to the precious passen- 
ger in the seat behind? Anxiously he 


turned his head. 

“Anything wrong?” he yelled. 

“The gas! The gas!” cried his 
plucky little wife. 

A terrible thought flashed through 
his mind. Probably a leak in the gas 
line. Here they were, high above men 
acing peaks and grim canyons, with 
not a landing place for miles! 

“Turn back!” shouted Mrs. Lind 
bergh. 

“What's the matter?” yelled the 
Colonel. “A leak?” 

“The gas! The gas!” answered 
Mrs. Lindbergh as the plane zoomed 
ten feet above the tip of a mountain 
pine. “I think I forgot to turn off the 
gas in the kitchen before we left!” 


Artuur L. Lippmann 







The coxswain gets megaphone trouble. 




















JUDGE 





ee — 


a= - on 


ents 


———< ~ hee ae ee ee 


AeA nee ghee 





IN ANCIENT TIMES 
The Final Exams 
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Collegiate 


. % YA i A professor of psychology ré cently 
*» oi Vy i declaved forty tive per cent of the 
< people in the U. S. are morons. He 


ought to get away from the campus 
for a while 


And many a celebrity returns to his 
log-cabin birthplace only to find it has 
been transformed into a hot-dog and 
soft-drink stand. 

—R. C. O'Brien 





“Terence, do you know anything about bulls?” 
“Not a thing—only that you’re supposed to take thim 
he the horns!’ 


Problem 
YiouLtp he go any higher? He glanced at the girl 
Ss t 


his girl, his be love d. Ah, he Was fond ot her. The ré 
was danger in it, he knew. He had taken her as high 
ilready as was compatible with safety. It might cost 


them both dearly. Chance taking was all right, but was 
he justified with his equipment? Wasn't it better to stay 


reasonably near to good old solid earth? Suppose some 
thing went wrong, his calculations went astray. They 


might be ruined. 

He could picture them going down—-down—down, ever 
down. He shuddered. Then he glanced at her, and some 
thing told him she was willing. Think of the glorious. 
never-to-be-forgotten sensation if they dared it and suc 
ceeded. Think of the bliss to be achieved from those 
dizzy heights. An old saying came back to him: “Nothing 











ventured, nothing gained.”” “Oh. hell.’ he said to him- 

self, “let’s go higher. It’s worth the chance!” and in 

clear, fearless tones his voice rang out: “I'll bid a grand “But, dearie, that hat makes you look so dumb.” 
slam in hearts!’ —P,. C. “Well, it’s smart to look dumb this year.” 








The fisherman whose bait was too attractive. 
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Getting Back to Our Census 
By S. J. Perelman 


Me: W. M. Srevarrt, 
. Director of the United States 
Census. 

Dear Sir: Nothing much has hap- 
pened since I received your note in 
1920, except that the brass knobs on 
the bed-posts got loose in 1923 and 
rattled every time I snored and a 
Swiss family moved in with us the 
latter part of 1927. The Swiss are 
lovely people—they kept the place so 
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clean you could eat off the floor; in 
fact, we scrapped our table a year 
ago, spread a doily on the floor, and 
lave been there ever since, except, of 
course, when we go to bed. For that 
we just slip a pillow under our heads, 
crawl under the table-cloth, and cork 
off. The only trouble with eating 
there is that ants get into the food, 
but we overcame that by giving up 
food and just making passes in the 
air with spoons. 

You asked in this year’s census re- 
port what reasons I have for being 
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MAYBE THEY°LL EAT CUB=-CAKES! 
SUGGESTED THE GORILLA TRAINER 


Slip into your teddy-bear, boykins, and we'll have a dreat bid nassy 
pillow-fight. Voice rrom THE Hispano—“Grimes, have you filled the 


gas tank?” 


Grimes—“Yes, Lady Gilfinch.” V. 
“Well, empty it at once, I’ve decided not to go shopping.” 


FROM THE H.— 
The only 


trouble with those front-row seats is you get your nose scratched by 


the cut-steel buckles. 





out of a job. Well, Mr. Steuart, last 
August I had a good job baking pork 
pies in a place on Sprowl Street. | 
worked there two weeks, but the plac 
closed down when the pork struck for 
less money and longer hours. Ws 
gave in to their demands because we 
needed them for a special job, fifty 
poisoned pork pies for a man who 
wanted to do away with his grand 
mother. She used to beat him cruelly 
with swatches of gingham when he 
was a child, so he poisoned her. You 
would do the same under the circum- 
stances yourself, Mr. Steuart, so do 
not compress your lips in a thin line. 

I thought our troubles were over 
then, but September 10th, machines 
were introduced. The boss called me 
in and said, “We are not going to use 
any more pork in the pies; we will use 
machines instead.” So I said, “The 
consumers will not stand for that, the 
machines will get in their teeth.” But 
he would not listen; he turned a deaf 
ear to me, and I went back to my 
ovens. Well, about a week later a 
man named Burton Rascal came in, 
beside himself with rage. 

“This is a fine thing to find in a 
pork pie!” he glowered, hurling a 
small mechanism on the _ counter. 
“What do you mean by messing up 
my teeth with twelve-jewel 
ments and hairsprings?” 

“Why, what is the matter with it?” 
I flashed, my arms akimbo. 

“The matter?” shrieked Rascal. 
“It’s bad enough finding a clock in, a 
pork pie without it losing ten minutes 
a day! I have been late at the faucet- 
works three days running!” 

“Well, Mr. Rascal,” I gnarled ir- 
ritably, “it’s no wonder. Anybody 
who goes into a tub without taking off 
his small mechanism from his wrist 
deserves to have trouble. You cannot 
play hob with your eyes and eat it 
too. How would you like YOUR 
sister to marry a Chinaman?” Sure 
enough, when I got him under my 
ophthalmoscope, I found he had been 
treating his eyes at home reading 
dirty novels. I prescribed a Number 
four lens and he went out. A week 
ago that same man came in. His eyes 
were red and swollen and he looked 
happy. 

“T’d like to shake your hand, Dr. 
Messner,” he said. “That fine print 
which used to trouble my eyes is just 
a gray blur now and I can hardly see 
the pages.” 

Well, fellows, there’s just one il- 
lustration out of hundreds of what 
can be done with a little tact on the 
part of the average porous plaster 


move- 


(Continued on page 32) 
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“Papa 


wants to know if he c’n borry ya moustache cup, ’cause 
we're expectin’ comp’ny tonight.” 
7 
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MOST POPULAR 
SENIOR— ELLISON 
Woop HORVATH, 


( smsmensouatr aa MOST LIKELY 
TO SUCCEED 
HOT SPRINGS, ARK 


GILBERT { 
\z LYDE GRIFFIN, 


TERRE HAUTE, IND 











SENIOR. WHO HAS 
DONE MOST FOR 
THE UNIVERSITY 
CLIFTON 
PUTNAM GARCH 
49233 BRON< 


A MOST INTELLECTUAL 
{ SENIOR— JARVIS 
PuRVIS CLovis, 
GENERAL DELIVERY, 
MEDICINE HAT, 




























HANDSOMEST SENIOR 
JOseEPH KRuTCH COLLINH, 













1S. 
PARKWAY, N.Y. CITY 63 MICHIGAN BOULEVARD, Wis 
nee WILKES-BARRE, PA. 
rae Donacn 
a sc KE € 
Result of the annual class vote for the most distinguished members. 
Of course, sometimes the radio pro- “You never see men lying in the On the Air 
grams that come to us through the gutter today,” says a_prohibitionist. J 7 bk 
airshaft aren't so good, but the acous- That’s because there are too many W ELL, Joe, you're lookin’ prett) 
tics are wonderful. cars parked there. re Had a raise 


“No, it ain’t that. Say, I had the 
thrill + my life last night, kid. | 
broadcasted.” 

“You what?” 

“I tell ya I broadcasted. No 
foolin’. Imagine me on the air! Some 
fun, eh, kid?” 

“Listen, Joe; don’t try and kid me. 
I suppose this guy Vallée is just a 
bum now.” 

“Listen, Ed, quit kiddin’ a guy. 
Why, the folks at home heard me, just 
like bein’ in the next room.” 

“Well, fer cryin’ out loud.” 

“It’s a cinch, Ed. I was up at the 
Paradise Club with Mary last night, 
see. When the band started to broad 
cast about ten o'clock, she and I starts 
in to dance. I watches for my spot. 
savvy? We edges around the floor, 
and when we come alongside the band 
I jumps up and yells, ‘Hullo, Ma; 
it’s Joe.’ Well, it went right into the 
mike. The leader was so mad _ he 
could have chewed a piece right out of 
his megaphone.” 

“That's some stunt, kid. I gotta 
hand it to you. So you was on the 
air. Whaddya know about that?” 

—R. Deane 





“T’ll take this one; send it collect.” 
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The Unique Antique 
A LITTLE MAN With eager eyes stuck 
4 


his head through my office door. 
“T’ve got a valuable antique for sale,” 
he said. “Something totally different, 
something that hasn’t been seen 
around the city in years. It’s che ap, 


too.” 
“You can’t interest me today, my — 
friend,” I said. “I’ve got a houseful : 
of the stuff.” 
“This,” shouted the enthusiastic yg 
stranger, “is an original—an honest 
to-goodness, bona-fide original.” i 
“Furniture?” I asked. a 
. “No, sir.” x — 
“Old bottles? 5 





Something much more valuable, Part. < 
something so rare, so old-fashioned ) a 
that 7 


“Cut the sales talk and come to the 
point. What is it?” 

“An ice wagon,” he said, “comple te 
with rear platform, rusty scales and a 
set of harness. 


ArTut R L. LipPpMANN ai lnd io matlee matters Worse, he owns the ore 
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“Any youse blokes know is they a New Thought Tabernacle in this burg?” 
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Battle of the Dx’s 


The next war will be fought in the 


air, say experts. Judging 
neighborhood 


started. 


from 


radios, it’s already 


The biggest bar in the country is 
Hoboke n. There could 


probably be a raid at one end and the 


said to be in 


people drinking at the other end 
wouldn’t even know it. 
And one bridge prize we'd like to 


win would be a reprieve from the next 
five bridge parties. 
Then there was the party of New 
Yorkers started out for Canada 
to do some fancy drinking and only 
vot as far as Kighty-sixth Street. 

R. C. O'Brien 
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our 
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Sueik—By Allah, what a welcome sight that oasis was until they made 


’, 


If it’s any comfort to the drys, 
there’s less light-wines-and-beer talk 


than there used to be. 
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Joe Humphries talks back to a traffic cop. 
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water hole of 96. 


He laughed when I sat down to 


play, but he quit when I trumped his 
ace, 


Situation Wanted 


Mrs. Simpkins gazed sadly out ot 
the look on 
face. 

“T’m Joe.’ said 
to her neighbor, Mrs. Jones, who had 
dropped in for a glass of iced tea. 

“Why, he looks’ the picture of 
health,” exclaimed Mrs. Jones in sur 


window, a worried her 


worrie d about 


she 


prise. 
“Oh, he’s strong enough, knock 
wood,” said Mrs. Simpkins, suiting 


the action to the word, “but he’s out 
of employment now. 
ing to do.” 


He’s got noth 


Mrs. Jones was surprised. “Too 
bad,” she murmured. 
“Yes, it’s pretty bad,” said Mrs. 


Simpkins. 

“Will you have to give up much, 
my dear?” asked Mrs. Jones. 

“No, Mrs. Simpkins. ‘In 
fact, we should be able to have a few 
extra luxuries now that Joe’s out of 
work. But I don’t know he'll 
spend his time. At his age a man 
easily gets into mischief, you know.” 

“Was he, er, asked to leave or did 
he resign?” asked Mrs. Jones. 

“Neither,” sighed Mrs. Simpkins. 
“Sometimes I wish they had forced 
him out so he could go elsewhere and 
keep himself occupied.” 

“T don’t 
Mrs. Jones. 


said 


how 


understand you,” said 
“He wasn’t discharged, 
he hasn’t resigned, and yet he’s out of 
work.” 

“Exactly,” said Mrs. Simpkins. 
“Joe's just been elected chairman of 
the Board of Directors.” 


—HvucGu Woop 
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To a Prospective June Bride 


Come, dwell with me and be my 
spouse 

Within a cute ten-payment house; 

And we will have, you may be sure, 

The best Instalment Furniture. 


A fifteen-payment radio, 

A thirteen-payment set of Poe, 

A baby grand, a cute coupé 

With twenty-seven weeks to pay). 


I'll buy thee precious gems antique 
At twenty down and ten a week 
And we will live, as man and wife, 

An up-to-date Instalment Life! 
a. 3. Be 





Try And Do It 


It used to be hard to find a needle 
in a haystack, and now it’s just as 





hard to find one in a woman’s hand. 


LATHER fh! Your graduating class, Wilfred? 
ts Vo, muy ¢ reditors.”’ 


Just Our Luck 


If the old woman who lived in a 





shoe and had so many children should They say the bottom has dropped As the Dry Senator remarked: “Let | 
come to life today, we know what out of the second-hand car market. me make the laws of the country and | 
she’d do. She'd move into the apart That's nothing compared to what I don't care who sings the Stein | 
ment upstairs. drops out of the cars. Songs.” 
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First-aid kit for romance—the portable moon, 
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illegal to 


carry a cane, 


is legal in Michigan. 




















In Texas itis ¥& 


Boarding a moving train 
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RY \" Throwing old shoes after a 
walals Ve wedding is illegal in Colorado 
’ Springs. 
i i 






A law recently passed 
by the Senate of Utah 
limits the height of 
women’s heels to an 
inch and a half. 





iy ind in Ope 
lousas, La., it 
is illegal to 
stagger on the 
street. 


NOBLE EXPERIMENTS 
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Time and Destiny 


ERE the events of this current 
year of 1930 among the fac- 
tors that led 
the Rubicon? This apparently mad 
question is posed by Dr. Gilbert Lewis 
of California in his revolutionary dis- 
cussion of “two-way time.” 


Cesar to cross 


He Savs, 
“If we think of the present as pushed 
into existence by the past, we must in 
equal measure think of it as pulled 
into existence by the future.” He 
argues that time flows either backward 
or forward interchangeably. In the 
field of may not seek to 
distinguish between past and future. 
Just as a pack of cards, if indefinitely 
shuffled, will eventually return to its 
original arrangement, so we may con- 
ceive that a universe wholly made up 
of atoms of imperishable matter may 
time get back to the exact 
condition of the present moment. 
This much grasp without 
specific knowlege of the laws of ‘“‘the 
little republic of physics.” To go 
further is to be lost in the philoso 
pher’s maze. 


science one 


at some 


one can 


The general mind, how 
ever, is fascinated by this further in 
dication that thought — is 
drawing closer to the religious, even 
to the superstitious. 


scientific 


For there seems 
to be a close analogy between this con 
ception of the future influencing the 
present and the mystic’s divination of 
an Eternal Purpose. A 
shuffled for millions of years and 
brought back at last to the stupid and 
chaotic status of May 31. 1930, is a 
universe in which there is hope of a 
sort of immortality even for every in- 
dividual sinner. 


universe re- 


Such Is Fame 


ROM now until October a hundred 

or more famous Americans will be 
devoting a lot of thought to the fame 
of various Americans of past genera- 
tions. They will be trving to select 
fifteen to be immortalized in the Hall 
of Fame. Every five years since 1900 
there has been 


such an election of 


names to be inscribed on the bronze 
tablets in that fine colonnade on the 
shore of the Hudson. There are one 
hundred and fifty tablets, and at the 
stipulated rate will not be al! 
filled until the vear 2000. 


who have 


the \ 
Only per 
sons been dead twenty five 
years or more are eligible. 

Many 
strange omissions and interesting com 
mentaries on the nature of fame, ap 
pear in the course of the elections. At 
first no 


cross-currents of opinion, 


included. 
was 


women were to be 


Later sex discrimination abol 
ished. Still there are only seven wom 
en’s names on the tablets, while there 


are fifty-eight men’s names. 


Walt Whitman is not yet elected 
nor is Thoreau. Paul Revere is a can- 
didate this year. Other nominations 


of men who, one would think, should 
have been elected long ago, are James 
Monroe, William Penn, Wendell Phil 
lips and McNeill - Whistler. 
Most. astonishing of all, Samuel 
Adams has be.n considered at 


James 


every 
one of the six previous elections and 
has always failed to receive the neces 
sary number of votes. It is said that 
the records reveal an “interesting fluc 
tuation which in later 
years has become stronger in favor of 
the Revolutionary leader. 

While fifteen vacancies 
this year, it is probable that not all 
will be filled. At the last election, in 
1925, the electors were able to agree 
on only two —Edwin Booth, 
Paul Jones, the 
Conservatism is a 
good rule in such matters. Many of 
the names on those tablets even now 
have little power left to stir the mem- 
ory. 


of sentiment” 


there are 


names 
the actor, and John 
naval commander. 


So hard it is, even a quarter of 
a century or after death, to 
assess the real worth and lasting qual- 
itv of what is loosely called Fame. 


more 


Gregarious Scholars 


A trruty gentle reader chides us for 

our recent remarks about Rhodes 
scholarships. Himself a Rhodes 
scholar, he believes we missed the 


13 


point about redistribution. He says, 


“Granted, if you like, that Rhodes 
scholars will never make much of a 
dent in New York or Chicago; the: 
make still less of a dent in Albu 


or the Ozarks, for the excel 
lent reason that they never go back 
there. ‘Never’ 
aggeration; but I 


querque 
may be a slight ex 
remember that a 
few vears ago a study of provenance 
and residence showed that nobody had 
ever gone back to Arizona, and I be 
lieve several other states had received 
back not more than one of the finished 
products which they exported as raw 
material. How you gonna keep ‘em 
down on the farm, after they’ve seen 
Broadway?” 

No doubt it is true that, no matter 
where the favored students originate, 
most of them will end up in the cen 
ters of cultural and commercial activ 
itv. An _ old-time from the 
Northwest was telling us the other 
day why he wants to move to New 
York: “There’s nobody out there I 
can talk to any more,” he said. “‘Most 
of ’em are small-minded folks and the 
real ones are scattered too far apart 


miner 


to be any use to each other or me.” 
Natives of New England towns, of 
Southern plantations, even of 
New York suburbs, will say the same. 
The trend of the times is cityward. 
The chief trouble about going back to 
the land is that the neighbors are so 
dull. The small town has 
little to lure the man who has had the 
advantages, or 


yes, 


average 


the disadvantages, of 
a sojourn at Oxford. And even a 
good-sized city may be lacking in in- 
tellectual stimulus; after all, the Ro- 
tary Club meets only once a week. 

The gregariousness of the best in 
formed and most interesting people, 
while natural enough, is too bad. The 
tendency is to make backward States 
more backward and the “sons of the 
wild jackass” wilder still. We hate 
to see this tendency accepted and fur 
thered in the selection of Rhodes 
scholars, even though few of them do 
go back home to leaven the lump. 
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“Neither Snow, Nor Rain, Nor 
Heat, Nor Night, Nor a 
Flat-footed Postman—”’ 


By Jack Cluett 


solemn, elderly gentlemen, 


R 
wearing the Confederate 
of the Post Office 


round a mahogany 


uniform 
Department, sat 
table in the con- 
ference room of Post Office Headquar- 
On the center of the table lay 
an air-mail stamp and a cancellation 
machine which bore the impression 
“15e for the first l\ mile and 5e for 
each additional 14.” 


ters. 


The postmaster 
blew a blast on his postman’s whistle 
and the room was silent. 

“Gentlemen of the Post Office De- 
partment, I have called this meeting 
to order for the purpose of opening 
some new mail routes and expediting 
deliveries throughout the 
men any 


country. 
Have you 


( {fe re” 

The Eagle Mills 
said: “The deliveries out my way are 
It takes one farmer I know 
three days to walk from his house to 
his mail box by the side of the road. 
Only last week, when he looked in his 
box, he found that a robin had built 
a nest out, of a letter from a stump- 
pulling concern. Now, if Lindy could 
only take off from Roosevelt Field in 
an amphibian, make 
over the 


suggestions to 
postmaster of 


lousy. 


the water hop 


Caribbean, pass over Lew 
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“Want a suitcase, mister? 


Dunham's barns at 12,000 feet, and 
skirt along the coast, he could shorten 
the delivery to Eagle Mills by many 
minutes, and the farmer wouldn't get 
his mail at all.” 

“I wish the Colonel would take an 
interest in milk routes,” said the 
postmaster of Stephentown. “By the 
time I get my milk in the morning 
it’s sour as green apples; and if Lindy 
would hop off from Tom Patton's cow 









DONALD 
M< KE 


= i ap, 





CECELIA 


But that isn’t one of my suitors, Father—that’s brother, 


just home from college! 
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barns at 4 A. M., circle the pasture 
several times to gain altitude and drop 
in at Lambert Field for gas and oil, 
he could be at my doorstep with the 
milk at 7:30.” 

“What about a welcoming commit 
tee when he lands?” asked the post 
master of Eagle Mills. 

The postmaster of Cohoes replied: 
“Tl bet Grover Whalen would be 
only too glad to steam down Snetti 
Creek in the Macom to 
Lindbergh. Then we could get some 
of the local boys to line up in Potter's 
Lane and throw 
books at him.” 


ker’s meet 


torn-up telephone 

“We could have speeches by Mayor 
Walker at the Town Pump,” sug 
gested the postmaster of Clum’s Cor- 
ners. 

“Or we could move the Town Pump 
to Bermuda for the 
dress,” 


welcoming ad- 
suggested the postmaster of 
Stephentown. 

The postmaster of Cohoes said: 
“Just think what Lindy could do for 
us. Suppose Mrs. Blomfield of Cohoes 
wanted to get a letter to her dress- 
maker in North a hurry. 
She affixes an air-mail stamp, 5e for 
the first ounce—10c in Canada. She 
posts the letter in the usual manner, 
by leaving it on her desk. Fast trucks 
rush it to the railroad station, where 
it is taken post-haste to the General 
Post-Haste Office in New York. It 
is sorted and held up to the light to 
see if it contains any cash, then it is 
rushed by fast truck to Mitchel 
Field, where it is tossed aboard a mail 
plane. 


Cohoes in 


In seven days it has gone to 
(Continued on page 28) 
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“Ain’t he goin’ to say nothin’?” 


His Own Apmirnine Cappy—A: 


throat. 


The Captain’s Table 


te the convenience of those who 

will take ocean trips this season, 
the following suggestions are offered 
on how to meet the captain. 

Rush up and tell him you are a 
friend of Mr. Snooks, who sailed with 
him on the 12th of August last vear. 
He will instantly recall Mr. Snooks 
and insist that you sit on his left. 

Ingratiate yourself by asking any 
one of the following questions, which 
ire as much a part of a captain's daily 
life as brushing his teeth or closing a 
porthole: 

What time will we dock? 

What is that funny thing on a line 
that spins around in back of the ship? 

Were you ever seasick ? 

Do you ever see any whales? 

Isn't this boat just a little bit top- 
he avy? 

Slip on one of the brass plates 
marking the 
from-here-makes-one-mile” and sprain 
an ankle. 


duce the captain, who will make every 


““seven-times-around 
The ship’s doctor will pro 


thing right by assisting you to your 
cabin. At meal time you can appear 
in the dining saloon and he will insist 
that you sit on his right. 

Find out in advance where the cap 
tain banks and get a letter to him from 
one of the tellers. He will be more 
than cordial. 

Take the best-looking girl you can 
find along with you. Sailors get 
mighty tired of looking at sea gulls 
and tourists. 

Refuse to tip the dining steward. 
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» give him time he’s clearing his 


This will result in one of two alterna 
tives: you won't get a table and will 
have to dine in your cabin alone, or 
you can burst into the dining saloon 
and make such a scene that the cap 
tain will hasten to rise and pull out a 
chair for you. Either course will in 
sure vou a delightful voyage. 


STANLEY JONES 








First SuBURBANITE 
to your lawn? 


“TIT was induced to try a new lawn-mower 


the safety-razor.” 
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Good heavens, Snodgrass! 


A Well-Traveled Man 
H° was the first man in his particu- 


lar field I'd Cver had a chance to 
talk to, and I was anxious to get his 
“Your line is 
pretty crowded, isn’t it?” I asked. 


reaction to his work. 


“Yes,” he admitted with a vigorous 


shake of the head. “You've got to 
keep pushing if you want to get any 


where in it.” 

“Well, you travel a lot,” I said. 

“That’s it,” he agreed. “It brings 
me in touch with all sorts. Hardly a 
day goes by I don’t rub elbows with 
ten or fifteen different nationalities in 
a business way.” 

“Very interesting,’ I said. ‘“‘About 
how many calls do you make a day?” 

“Well,” he said, “I do better than 
most traveling men. I make at least 
one call at every station the train 
comes to.” 

“And have you customers at every 
station?” I asked. , 

“It’s hardly ever that I don’t get 
at least one,” he admitted. “Of course 
it depends on the time of day, the time 
of year and the particular station 
itself.” 

“To be sure,” [ agreed. “And now 
tell me, how did you come to pick this 
business you're in? Just what was it 
made you finally decide to become .a 
subway conductor?” 
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nN the midst of all the lethargic 
tripe that has been dumped onto 


the local stages during these last 
weeks of the season, a rose has blos 
somed at the Selwyn Theatre. Rose 
may not be the right word—but let it 
go. The name of the bloom or what 
ever you wish to call it is “Lost 
Sheep” and Belford Forrest is the 
horticulturist. If you feel like snif 
fing some sassy perfume, go around 
I am talking 
to you not as a dramatic critic but as 


and pleasure yourself. 


a confidential whisperer. As a dra 
matic critic it would be my duty- 
though the Lord knows why—to point 
out various defects in the play. But 
as merely a friendly ear-fingerer I 
may tell you that there is some very 
nobby dirt to be enjoyed and that you 
may as well forget all about criticism 
in this hot weather and have a good 
time. 

“Lost Sheep,” so that you needn't 
be unduly alarmed and skittish about 
it, is exactly the kind of play for you 
to take your wife, daughter or sweet 
one to. After having bored the poor 
girls to death with the “Traitors,” 
“Oh, Professors,” “Stepping Sisters,” 
“Lady Claras” and other such sub- 
Sundayschool affairs in the last 
month or more, it is high time they 
had some good, low fun, and the show 
at the Selwyn will give it to them. 
The tradition that women don't like 
dirty stuff as much as men do is senti- 
mental whiffle. They love it. And it 
is only fair .o let them in on one’s en- 
joyment, so they won’t have to sneak 
it out for themselves at the matinées. 

The play I am thus giving a good 
neighborly notice to is an elaboration 
of a one-act piece by Forrest that Dr. 
Mencken and I printed in the old 
Smart Set magazine when we were 
younger and gayer fellows. Its gen- 
eral idea was also contained, in the 
following year, in a short play pro- 
duced at the Grand Guignol in Paris; 
its title, as I remember, was “La 
Bienfaitrice.” It is a fresh idea—as 
fresh ideas go in the theatre—and any 
dirty play with a fresh idea is some- 
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By 
GEORGE JEAN NATHAN 


thing to be singled out and set up to 
a drink. When the average play- 
wright is seized with an itch to be 
naughty there are generally just three 
ideas that he can think up. The first 
is to get the wrong person into a bed 
room; the second is to bring the hero 
and heroine as close as possible to a 
seduction; and the third is to combine 
the first two. The result is usually 
pretty heavy and tiresome. Forrest, 
the present professor, has hit upon 
something relatively new. He imag- 
ines a bawdy house that has been 
vacated over-night by its inmates and 
leased the next morning by a not too 
scrupulous agent to a Methodist cler 
gyman and his family, which includes, 
by a happy coincidence, a number of 
fetching daughters. The subsequent 
visits to the house of the callers of 
another period provide the necessary 
comedy. 

The incidental antics that enliven 
the ex-joy-palazzo, with the clergy 
man’s girls mistaken for geishas, his 
sedate wife for the presiding matron 
and himself for a naughty old Lo- 
thario are often toothsome in their 
ribald way and, whatever the play's 
occasional deficiencies, are surely to 
be recommended as an antidote to the 
pure guff that is being doled out on 
the other early summer stages. A 
capable company is on hand to retail 
the humor. Ferdinand Gottschalk, 
that sure-fire comique, is droll as al- 
ways in the role of the Rev. Wampus; 
Cecilia Loftus makes the most of the 
part of his spouse; Harry McNaugh- 
ton clowns the role of a chronic cus- 
tomer amusingly; Hugh Buckler is 
happily cast as the invading moralist ; 
and a charming ingénue, Sidney Fox, 
begins her stage career interestingly 
in the role of the youngest daughter 
whom the visiting firemen prefer to 
the departed Mabels and Pearls. 

* * * 
[s connection with the comparative 
newness of the basic idea. of For- 
rest’s entertainment, I am brought to 
speculate again why it is that the boys 
who go in for this kind of theatrical 
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divertissement over here do not make 
trips abroad and get wind of the origi- 
nality of some of their brothers over 
there. I recall any number of fresh 
notions for saucy farces and comedies 
that might provide them with valu- 
able instruction. For example, a dish 
by Robert Dieudonné in which a 
Frenchman, long used to the comforts 
of home, fits up his inamorata’s flat 
exactly like his wife’s, gets drunk one 
night and, when he wakes up, is at a 
loss to know in which flat he is and 
how to conduct himself. For another 
example, a farce, by Gandera and a 
collaborator, called “The Dangerous 
Liaison,” concerned with a gent who 
falls in love, as the expression goes, 
with a Siamese twin and who has a 
time, as may without too niuch strain 
be imagined, working things out satis- 
factorily. 

I remember, too, a couple of farces: 
“Lulu, Watch Your Heart” and “Our 
Girl and Co.,” that had a sprightly air 
to them, to say nothing of such things 
as Sacha Guitry’s “Black and White” 
and “Wife, Husband and Lover.” 
But our own pseudo-naughty boys go 
on writing the same old thing with 
seldom a trace of originality to it. 
“Lost Sheep” is the first play of its 
species in some time that doesn’t 
sprout the old whiskers. The rest tell 
the same old dirty story in much the 
same old way. As one who has grown 
aged looking at spectacles of histri 
onic boudoir miscegenation, ginny 
younger generation seduction § and 
mamas in a state of incalescence, I 
propose an immediate reduction in 
trans-Atlantic steamer rates so that 
our farce writers may locate a few 
new fancies. Here is something for 
the officials of the Guggenheim Foun- 
dation to take under advisement. 

* * * 
Ss" ERAL other plays that I reviewed 
during the last few weeks have al- 
ready gone to the storehouse, so there 
is little use doing anything about 
them. They were one and all rub- 
bish; they were produced by men of 
(Continued on page 29) 
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In the Future 


In making a Supreme Court nomi- 
nation the President should follow the 
same procedure a Congressman does 
when he appoints a cadet to West 
Point; he also appoints an alternate, 
in case the first doesn’t make the 


grade. 


And there’s a rumor that the gov 
ernment printer has received an order 
from the Senate to print a rejection 
slip to be used in the future for un 
acceptable material to the Supreme 


Court. R. C. O’Brien 








The Call to Arms. 





American—Tavi! 
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One reason why they don’t knit much in Africa. 


A Director’s Dream Comes True 
(A couple of movie fans talk things over) 


“Ho: Eddie! Been to any motion-picture shows 
lately?” 

“A few. Last night I saw ‘The Boudoir Lover,’ which 
tugged at my heart-strings with its portrayal of the tor 
ment that went on in the innermost recesses of a woman’s 
soul when she stood at the crossroads of Life and was 
called upon to choose between the neglect of a bored hus- 
band and the illicit love of her ardent paramour. Where 
you goin’, Jim?” 

“Thought I’d drop in at the Palace and take a look at 
the Stupendous Epic they’re showing this week, which 
pictures Medieval England during the Age of Chivalry, 
when romance stalked abroad and beckoned men on to 
perform valiant deeds for their betrothed. Care to come 
along?” 

“No, thanks. I’m takin’ the girl friend to see ‘Chinese 
Knees,’ the thrilling story of an Oriental intrigue arising 
through that age-old conflict between East and West. 
Death, murder and conspiracy hold their sway, I believe 

and then Love takes a hand.” 

“Sounds pretty good, but if you 
take my advice you won't miss ‘Beaten 
Gold.’ You will brush aside many 
tears at this touching story of two 
pals who tread the rock-strewn path 
of life, side by side, each one prepared 
to sacrifice his own future and happi 
ness to help his buddy win the girl 
they both love.” 

“Believe me, I won’t miss it, Jim, 
and will I see you tomorrow at the 
Paramount?” 

“You certainly will, Eddie. Check 
and double-check.” 


—Dawn AITKEN 


And Much Quieter 


Another reason that Ireland must 
be heaven is because by this time they 
must have exported just about all 
their cops to this country. 








= orlistat 5 


Sake TOE ee 















































1 

i} | 

4 ——— — ( 
“Good Thing This Is a One-way Flood, Bert.” | 

19 aun 

ae 














er 


aoe 

















JUDGE 








bes 
—_— 
- ._®@ = 


— 









Cloud Tickling 


| pon’t know how modern architects 

get that way, but they can work up 
a conversational jag quicker than they 
can toss off a Chrysler Building. 1 
drew an earful of future dreams, fan- 
cies and just plain plans from a Big 
T-Square and Cloud-Tickling Lad at 
a tea party the other night, and he 
fairly made my head reel with his 
Arabian Nightmares. Without a single 
cup of tea, he rattled off ideas for 
skyseraping apartment made 
of glass that would house a complete 
city, making it unnecessary to move 


houses 


off the spot between the moment you 
are born and the moment you call Mr. 
Campbell ; which would 
have airplane mooring hooks outside 
your windows; revolving buildings 
which would always insure everybody 


buildings 


maximum sunlight; and he even sug- 
gested a building; which, made of such 
resilient material, 
plane crashes impossible. 


would make air- 

Although I wasn’t quite vaccinated 
with the last idea, I did fall under the 
lad’s spell and worked up my own 
little jag. My plans are for turning 
New York into a sort of second Rio 
with every form of 
weather under the sun. First, I would 
dig deeply beneath the streets and, 
fitting the scene with indoor pools, 
sand beaches, blistering heat, palms, 
hooch dancers and sun-lamps, estab- 


de Janeiro, 


= 
— <a 
 o™ 
> 
A 
: ® 
° aed 
z= 
v0 
4 






= 


| LINE Il A 
C mel HOUSE So , 
ery ‘AT THERE y 


- / lish the tropics. For 
J the Nordic (if you 
L¢ can find one in town) 
there would always 
be the surface or 
normal weather. As 
for your Switzerland 
effects, I would build 
a building so high it 
would always be 
snowcapped. So 
equipped, one would 
never have to 
the city’s environs 


leave 


for vacations, 
changes of air and 
which-what. 


Commuter Special 


[" happened to your 

typical commuter. 
He was seated over 
his morning paper on 


an early morning Jersey train, when 


the saddest looking fellow in the 
world entered 

and sat down — 
next to him. The é ) 
T. C., being a 
kind-hearted 
chap of — sorts, 
and feeling so 
sorry for the lad, 
finally asked the 
melancholy soul 
what the trouble 
was. With which 
the lad opened a 
package he had 
been carrying 
and revealed two 
goldfish — dead. 

And he explained mournfully: “You 
see, the wife’s been away two weeks 
and she left me to mind the 
goldfish. These died and I’m 
taking them te New York to 

be matched up, so’s she'll never 

know. 


them home before she does.” 
Ancient Prejudices to 
Remove 
TH pipe that runs 


for miles along the speed- 
way to Atlantic City, scream- 


sewah 


ing in .loud, yellah  lettahs 
“Realm of Romance, Health 
and Happiness—Atlantic 


City.” ... Will Rogers on the 
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And I’m hoping I get A 
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radio.... The auto- 
shylocks that put 
throw-aways worded like parking 
tickets under your windshield. ... 
The new Overhead Auto Speedway, 
painted red, on Eleventh Avenue, 
which takes up so much room under- 
neath and is so narrow itself it won't 
do any good at all, at all. . . . Those 
round-trip ads to California, which 
say you can pick all the citrus you 
wish without charge. 


Sunday night 
money - lending 


The charge, you 


dummies, is rock salt in the rearo and 

fifty dollis fine... . And, all together, 

boys—‘‘The Stein Song.” 
Hihattractions 


| esa CoLteman, all sideburns and 
— soft music at Woodmansten Inn, 
where you can cool yourself off and 
warm up your gal these mooning 
nights. ... Smith Ballew’s hot college 
band at Whyte’s Restaurant, 43d and 
5th, where they will serve you the 
best sea food in town. . . . The slicko 
article on flying in the 
fog in this month’s Har- 
per’s....The Daisy 
~ Chain at Vassar, where 
the Intellectual Woman 
> humbles the modest daisy 
by simply carrying it... . 
The game of ‘‘Gin,’’ 
which is an advancement 
on the game of “Rummy.” 
... Zipper bathing suits, 
which may be lowered or 
raised according to the 
amount of suntan the 
hold for the 


torso can 


naked eye....The 
Arakel Restaurant on 
Lexington Abnya and 28th, where 
they serve Sheesh Kabob, which is 
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pitted lamb to you, you and you 
\rmenians. ... The story going ‘the 
rounds about the mother who didn’t 
mind her daughter coming in at three 
. m. that morning, knowing the girl 
lad been up to no wrong, since she 
brought home a Gideon Bible! 


Rides That Are Woolworth the 
Money 


Awe so with the crash of Whalen, the 
= cut-rate, five-and-ten cabs are on 
the streets of Nooy awk. Smaller, they 
can cut corners quicker and nick more 
pedestrians; lighter, they will not re- 
quire heavyweight thugs to drive them; 
cheaper per ride, they will eat up 
more of our pocket money since we 
will ride more; but at least they will 
make competition fiercer and drive the 
heavier de luxies off the streets and 
clear up the traffic jams a bit. And 
don’t let them tell you it isn’t the cab 
that is causing most of it! Still, when 
they probe the cause of a traffic crash, 
it’s always the pedestrian who is at 
the bottom of it. 


Gross Exaggeration 


M" Gross, being just a great big 
. likable kid and a generous one to 
boot, loaned some unknown unfortu 
nate enough money to set up a business 
ver in Brooklyn. The fellow invited 
Milt to the opening of the shop and 
Milt, to humor him, promised to ap- 


> =. 


CA\WAS A God < 
GIRL! Looky, = 






a 


JUDGE 











pywamrte! 
4 BIG 
HELP To 
ME IA HE 
*LIDO INVITATION 
PHAZE RL 
MA fC tf 


Excuse It Please! 


They tell me it took place in what 
is called the private life of Walter 
Winchell, who does it all with Mirrors. 
He was seated at his office typewriter 
one day trying hard to get something 
on somebody. But nothing would 
come. So he sat and looked dreamily 
out of the window. Opposite him was 
a hairdresser’s, and he noticed a young 
man enter the place and fall to talking 
to the lady marceller. Bynby they 
fell further to holding hands and just 
a little later the finger-waver thought 
it necessary to draw the blinds on Mr. 
Winchell, the finger-pointer. Where 
upon Mr. Winchell went to the phone 
book, found the number and called it 
up. The woman answered and said: 


“Hello, who is this?” And Mr. Win 


A CELEBRITICAL™ GNSPICUOUSNESP 
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— 
pear. So he traveled to 
Brooklyn one evening and 

- found a great crowd stand 


MA, \ BRUNG HOME ing in front of the window chell replied reprovingly : “This is 
( A GIDEON BIBLE. / al tin ca ia 1 enn n God—ain’t you ashamed ? 


Dairy Products—Eggs, 
Milk and Buttermilk—and 
a huge sign embellished 
the top of the front win- 
dow. It read: 


GRAND OPENING 
Everybody Come 
MILT GROSS 
Will Positively 
Appear 
In This Window 
Milt beat it, dot dope! 
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Best Steppers 


I Like to Do Things for You & 
Happy Feet—Reisman—Victor. 

My Future Just Passed—Photo 
Players—Columbia. 

On a Blue and Moonless Night & 
Promises — King — Victor-Record-of- 
Month for June. 

Ten Cents a Dance 

Victor. 

Bessie Couldn’t Help It (another 
“St. James’ Infirmary” or I'll eat it) 
—R.. Bloom—Columbia. 


JupGe Jr. 


High Hatters 
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BIFF STHOO 
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GREEKS BeARING YOU WANNA 
GERMS / USE DéEZA TuWeEL” 





SHE PLAYS WITH HIM 
LIKE THE CAT --THENES / 
PLAYS WITH DE MDUSE--THENES. 


























Leander (“Hellespont”) Kippopoppolous, Athens U., ’15, coaches the Water Polo Team. 
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oR no reason at all, except that 
h*: is pleasant these days to sit in 
a cool movie palace and medi- 
tate, I have jotted down some jottings 


that occurred to me during an organ 
concert. 


1. The big movie-house programs 
last almost three hours. Only one- 
third of this time is taken up by a 
movie. Music, theme-song advertis- 
ing, vaudeville take up two hours. 
The movie loses importance; unfortu 
nately, small-town movie patrons have 
no other attractions offered them ex- 
cept the relatively unimportant film. 


2. They are still reviving old Chap- 
lin films and they draw well. In fact, 
the only “old-time” movies that are 
worth a cent in the box-office are the 
comedies of Chaplin, Keaton, Fair- 
banks and Griffith. 


3. Times Square is the most over- 
rated and overpublicized district in 
the world. Fifty per cent of all movies 
ind newspaper columns deal with it 
constantly simply because writers, di 
rectors and columnists aren't familiar 
with any other part of the country. 


t. Critics and patrons shy away 
from Russian movies because they 
carry propaganda. While this is per 
fectly true, it is a matter of what sort 
of propaganda you prefer. No Amer 
ican movie ever delineates poverty, 
graft, or abnormality as it exists in 
our cities. You can’t imagine a Hays 
company filming “Revelry,” the drama 
of the Harding administration. Hol 
lyvwood propaganda is just as constant 
is Moscow’s; the only difference is 
that it meets with more approval. 


5. For many years scoffers have 
pointed to movie advertising as proof 
enough of the low character of the 
Lately the pants 
pressers have been sold down the river 


movie producer. 


to the utilities. By some strange error 
the advertising is still full of sex and 
lie adlines. 


6. Torrid necking scenes are so fa- 
iiliar to movie customers the most 


JUDGE 


By 
PARE LORENTZ 


acrobatic pair of lovebirds fail to 
arouse the boys and girls. However, 
they sit up and roar at the slightest 
suggestion of a Chic Sale crack; vide 
the success. of ‘The Cock-Eyed 
World” and the various newspaper 
epics. They want meat, and you can 
hardly blame them. 


7. Nobody in the movie industry 
really wants to do away with censor- 
ship. The customer, when he hears 
about it, feels that he is getting three 
star stuff. The producer believes his 
works really need censoring. Only 


the censor knows that he is fooling the 


public. If the producer really wanted 
to be sophisticated he could do what 
Cabell has done—talk over their 
heads. 


8. The big musical productions in 
vogue at present are almost perfect in 
their mechanical arrangements. The 
sets are as shiny and neat as a row of 
dy namos. However, there is no feel 
ing of life or color. The technicians 
are so in love with their machinery 
they forget about the customer in the 
excitement of handling their toys. 


9. A new machine soon will be on 
the market that includes a radio, a 
gramophone, a television set and talk 
ing equipment. The only machine the 


patron lacks now is combination 





Recommended 

“All Quiet on the Western Front”— 
A long, gruesome, a d sometimes pow 
rful adaptation of tl best-seller 
“Anna Christie” —Greta Garbo walks 
and talks that is enough for you 
“Free and Easy” —-Buster Keaton 
wasting his time wit! dancing and 
singing, albeit t re ire sor V 
moments 

“He Knew Women”—A_ good ver 
ot the sparkling play Ee Second 
Man,” ably handled by Lowell Sherma: 


_ “Light of Western Stars” —If you like 


ane Grey 


“The Man From Blank ey’s”~ The best 


Sarrymore movie in years, 


“Young Man of Manhattan’’—An ex- 
‘lent translation of the novel with a 
superior cast 
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hissing, gum-chewing and snoring de 
vice that will give the home theatre 


* 


some feeling of reality. 


10. From the headlines and_ the 
shouting on the financial pages on 
could believe that the movie factories 
are working day and night. As a mat 
ter of fact almost a thousand theatres 
have closed this year; several chains 
have been forced to re-install orches 
tras in the pit. 
and more needed to help the movie 
bring in the nickels. The independent 
exhibitor is in a bad way. The only 


Vaudeville is more 


progress the movies are making is in 
Wall Street, where they are playing 
checkers with voting stock. 


11. They are selling theme songs in 
the Paramount lobby these days. 
Records will come next, and after that 
we can expect novels, magazines, cos 
metics and two-pants suits. Fifteen 
thousand customers a day should be 
worth more than the price of admis 
sion, as Ringling discovered years ago. 


12. The two-reel animated cartoons 
are the most successful features of the 
People actually ap 
plauded heartily at the conclusion of 
a performance of Tony Sarg’s mario 


theatres today. 


nettes. (The applause was well mer 
ited.) The feature musical shows use 
hundreds of chorus girls. These girls 
have to pass a screen test before they 
board the cattle-cars for the West. Yet 
in the talkie choruses you cannot see 
one face. The camera reduces the 
chorus to the size of marionettes and 
it would be much cheaper and more 
amusing to use puppets. 


13. The big productions of the 
future probably will be grand opera. 
The opera libretto is much sillier than 
the ordinary movie story and the Met 
ropolitan tenors rank with the most 
wretched actors in the world. The 
movie customer may be dumb but he 
will prefer a Chaliapin and a Jeritza 
to a Martinelli or a Galli-Curci. The 
grand opera talkie will be hard on the 
customer, but it will destroy forever 
the romantic sanctity that has fright 
ened the public away from opera, 
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Arrested for reckless driving. 
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JUDGING” BOOKS 


n the field of litry burlesque in this 

country there are few names nowa 
days to do what the boys call “conjure 
with.” John Riddell, who writes for 
Vanity Fair, and Christopher Ward, 
who writes now and then (his Wm. 
Lyons Phelps in a recent New Yorker 
was swello), are the only competents 
at the job we know. So good are thes 
two lads, they either scare away all 
other aspirants to the noble art of 
brewing Beerbohm or maybe ther 
just aren't any aspirants, these being 
dog days in the humor racket. 

Our little blurb now being over 
with and nicely spoken, too, we would 
now like to introduce a new lampooner 
to the gentlemen of this club. It is 
none other than our little pal Billy 
Hanemann, who hacks between the 
Guilford on Forty sixth Street and 
the JupGe office, and he has done it 
all with his little litry hatchet in 
grand and glorious book of burlesque 
known, rather daringly we're afraid, 
as “The Facts of Life.” And it being 
a hard and fast rule of this dep't 
never to analyze jokes, we leave you 
with Mons. Hanemann and his book, 
feeling that we've done enough in put- 
ting you wise to it. 


Not having broken out into any rash 
of adjectivitis recently—well, not 
since last week, when we used only 
forty-four variations on the word 


“swell” —we hold the right to indulg 
here and now in a little high blood 
pressure. It seems that the shouting’s 


all about Trotsky’s “My Life.” Yes 
sir, this being a Family Magazine and 
American Legion standby to the con- 
trarynotwithstanding, it is a great 
book by one who will loom more and 
more important as a figure of this age 
when the reckoning is done. 

And now we will quit stalling and 
tell you that it is primarily the book 
of a fighter, one whose life has been 
crammed with struggle, adversity, ex- 
ile, almost-Messiah-like triumphs and, 
as witness now, terrible disappoint- 
ment. It is difficult to get over this 
fact, but after all Trotsky’s life is 
pretty nearly the most dramatic since 
Napoleon’s, since it is symbolic (along 
with Lenin’s, of course) of one of the 
most sweeping changes in economic 
history of the world. Even now, alone 
in exile, Lenin dead, after all those 
vears of boyhood poverty, Siberian 
exile, European pariahhood, brief taste 
of power after the revolution that 
made the Reign of Terror look like 
slaughtering a chicken for Sunday 
dinner. the Revolutionist looks for 
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ward to the International Earthly 
Paradise, gained by more Revolution. 
Which, no matter how Tory you may 
he, certainly ought to stir your red 
corpuscles a wee bit. Hats off to a 
fighter! 


Coningsby Dawson’s “Fugitives of 
Passion” is one of those in which a 
great, silent man with a great, silent 
beard, renounces Love, Life and Civil 
ization because she _ is lousy with 
wealth and he has but sterling worth. 
And, taking his Little Kiddie by a 
wife he has buried ‘neath the Afric 
jungle trees, disappears into the ‘icy 
heart of British Columbia. Kiddie 
grows to manhood, falls in love with 
a Remittance Man’s Daughter, when 
Father Fixation enters and spoils 
Love’s Young Dream. Then Came 
the War, Mr. Ripley! Well, we've 
got to leave you now, folks. We're 
seeing a dog-catcher about a man. 


Bright's ““Hizzoner Mayor Thomp- 
son” —Menckenesque portrait of the 
Chicago Cromwell, the subject being 
better than the treatment. 


Hesketh’s “Biographical Asides”— 
There's a peach of a scrap between 
Shaw and Chesterton in the preface. 
The rest is too profusely strewn with 
literary bromides. 


Nile’s “Free’’—Good follow-up to 
“Condemned to Devil’s Island,” by 
the same author, and telling dramati- 
cally what happens after French 
penal life. 


With all respects to Charles Wag- 
ner, who compiled it—anthologies 
have come to stay, we're afraid- we 
are forced to admit that “Prize 
Poems, 1913-1930,” is pretty awful. 
There is something hollow to the 
sound of e. e. cummings & co. on a 
sunny day, with introduction by Mark 
Van Doren. 


H. W. Freeman, who gave us “Jo- 
seph and His Brethren,” a tip-top 
Wordsworthian drama of English 
countryside life, and from whom we 
naturally expected much, has taken 
an afternoon off and written a movie- 
scenario-ladies’-magazine serial called 
“Down in the Valley.” Tho it 
purports to be a sequel to “Joseph,” 
the only similarity lies in the beer and 
the country life. Mr. Freeman knows 
his art of plowing as well as the art 
of collecting from the dear American 
public. Should he ever get ambitious 
again he will probably write another 
stunner. 

—Terp SHANE 
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OWN idee. 
CAT, NAMED OSCAR, GREW Fro ahi 
A WILD CAT TAIL 
ON “THE FARM OF CONRAD HASSEN- 
PFEFFER NEAR FRANKLIN, IND. (42y, 


IN A SWAMP 





633 Fr nts be 





e REWw 
Sotumeed,Oh* S~ WO Sey 


1€ & 


RNED 
DER. 


4 
P. 
~ oe 
“ Can 4, Py 
On inj wor Publrled hy ths 
QuPGE PUBLISHING CO 


Rs, 
S&S, 
q Weslen. Hes phew 





Judae a weekly 


“git St. 





The faut 








SENDER MARKED ” 


Wis LETTER MANED AT LAKEWoop, 
OWO, LAST WEEK was RETURNED “TO 


INSUFF \IENT ADDRESS. 
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TUTTLE OF East ST. LOUIS, fore- 


-TEUWs 


RISING TEMPERATURE (T “TURNS 


RED. 
WHEN 


HAIR ON THE olHErR- 
BALD HEAD OF GRANDPA | 


CLIMATIC CHANGES. Ic 
COLD, (T TURNS WHiTe AND 


A STORM 1S BREWING (T 
GETS CURLY, 
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sign. 


Let’s go over to Broadway—they’re puttin’ up an 
electric 


























Hit “We'll have to cut that tree down! It spoils the “T ch, tch, water, water—care, care— 
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| pu ture.’ the farmers must have a helluvatime! 
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“What do you fellows play—Auction or Contract?” 
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enz has held, fourteen times, the National and Internatio lae and Whist Championship 
se who follow this department of Jud r nderstand 7 J bur C. i tehead ha rid Sidine 
is undoubtedly the most remarkable card pia the | ever ky n 
Lenz will welcome por from Jud 1 id i 1 ind anst iT , 
it 1 uc n and ( ! f stamped ie f ret 


I" is surprising how many game dec- 
larations at Contract are defeated 
that might have been saved by just a 
hit of forethought and anticipation. I 
im not referring to deep-laid plans 
that require a working knowledge of 
expert strategy such as squeeze-plays 
ind grand coups, but the more simple 
forms of common sense, such as dodg- 
ing automobiles and other post-mor- 
temers. Bidding for a slam is always 
vreat fun, and some players lose sight 
of the fact that 
juite as essential as “bidding nerve.” 
The following deal 


“playing nerve’’ is 


was nicely bid, 
but lack of anticipatory preparation 
ruined the hand completely. 
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The Bidding: 

SOUTH WEST NORTH EAST 
| Heart Pass 3 Clubs Pass 
t No Trumps | Pass 5 Hearts | Pass 
6 Hearts Pass Pass Pass 








South is hardly strong enough to 
make a Demand bid on only a four- 
card suit, but North sees visions of 
the slam and has but one certain way 
to keep the bidding open, a skip bid in 
another suit. Of course, North has no 
intention of permitting the deal to be 
played at anything but Hearts. On 
North’s Demand bid South must bid 
four No Trumps as three would show 
no additional values over the original 
bid. 

West’s opening lead was the single- 
ton Diamond and the Queen was 


taken by the King. One round of 





trumps showed that West held four 
and complicated matters considerably. 
South led the Ace of Spades, discard- 
ing a Club from dummy and then 
ruffed a second Spade lead. A leaa 
of trumps put South in to ruff the last 
Spade and then the danger of the 
hand looms up menacingly. If the 
opposing trumps are drawn, the ad 
versaries will get in with the Ace of 
Clubs and make the balance of the 
Spades. The one chance was to set 
the Club trick before dummy’s trumps 
were abstracted, but 
Fast held the Ace, ruffed his partner 
with the Diamond and the day was 
dark and dreary—for the Declarant. 
To fool-proof the deal would have 
been absurdly simple! When West 
showed up with four trumps, South 
should not have given up the Ace of 
Spades. After the two losing Spades 
were trumped, all the trumps could be 
taken and the Club led. Retaining 
command of the Spades would have 
been the star play. 

A deal played at the Cavendish 
Club of New York showed a neat situ 
ation. 


unfortunately 
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The Bidding: 
SOUTH WEST NORTH EAST 
Pass 


2 Diamonds | 2 Spades | Pass 


3 Clubs 3 Hearts |4 Diamonds | Pass 





5 Diamonds 


Pass 











Double — ; — 


The Queen of Spades was opened. 


The play will be described in next | 


week’s issue of JUDGE. 
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Without forming any harmful habit, keep your- 
self in good trim with pleasant tasting Agarex that 
keeps your bowels naturally active and gives you 
that feeling of well-being so essential fo success. 
It lubricates, softens and induces easy evacua- 
tion. Sold only at Rexall Stores. There is 


one near you. Liggett’s are also Rexall Stores. 


Can be had with or without Phenolphthalein. 
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“Oh, George! 


“Let that one go 
and swing at the 
next one 











I forgot to close the upstairs windows!” 
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Neither Snow, Nor Rain 
(Continued from page 1+) 


Miami, Canal Zone, Uruguay, Para 
guay, Oraguay, Buenos Aires, Old 
Orchard, Me., the Queen Maud Moun 
tains, Dr. Gould’s Base Camp and 
back to Mitchel Field. Immediately 
Mrs. Blomfield’s letter is rushed to 
the train and arrives in the Albany 
Post Office that same night. where the 
stamp falls off. Next day it goes to 
North Cohoes in a fast truck and is 
sent to the dead-letter office on ac 
count of incorrect address.” 

“Going back to the milk-route situ 
ation,” said the postmaster of Ste 
phentown, “I think Tll buy me a 
cow.” 


Oop! 


Ring Lardner, who once _ tele 
graphed his regrets that he couldn't 
attend a dinner because it was the 
children’s night out and he had to 
stay home with the nurse, offered this 
alibi in dodging another affair: 

In response to an invitation to a 
press-agents’ dinner Lardner wired: 
“T wish I could make it, but I cannot. 
and it is a matter of real regret. as I 
have always yearned to be at a ban 
quet where most of the speeches were 
in a foreign tongue.” 


—Daity Mirror 


Accuracy!—Well, Nearly 


The wife had been put on the 
budget plan. At the end of each 
month she and her husband would go 
over the accounts together. Every 
once in a while he would find an item. 
“L. O. K., $3,” and a little further on. 
“hoo 

Finally he said, “My dear, what is 
this—‘L. O. K.?’” 

“Lord Only Knows,” she replied. 


Boston Transcripr 





Notice 


If you know of any such freak 
laws as appear on page 12 of 
this issue, send them to JupGe 
and you will receive $5 for any 
that we are able to use. 

The -contributors of the laws 
appearing in this issue and to 
| whom we have paid #5 each are: 


| A. F. Kelley, Monroe, Mich. 





Dorothy M. Springer, Colorado 
Springs, Colorado. 





| 
| 
| Doris LaCombe. Baton Rouge. 
Louisiana. 

William D. Belback, Weyburn, 
Sask., Canada. 

| Miss Halley Gatlin, Denton. 
| Texas. 
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LEMENT E. KENNEDY Uv PRESIDENT 


OCEAN HOUSE 
3 M - 
SWAMPSCOTT vu MASSACHUSETTS 
The North Shore's 
most famous Summer 
~ | resort, offering the 
4 ultimate in service 
@ |.and cuisine . . SS 


every recreational 
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t feature. Bo klet. f 
. Affiliated with 
Vinoy Park Hotel 
of St. Petersburg, Fla. 7 
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NEW in construction and furnishings. 

OLD in hospitable traditions. 
t for t home-like atmosphere. The 
SEASIDI i rare mbination of a thor 
1 tn | nd a great private home 


friends about you. 


COOK’S SONS CORPORATION 


SEASIDE 
HOTEL 


Pennsylvania 


& Beach 


CITY, N. J. 
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The Magical Coupon 


Do you yearn for boundless wealth ? 


Simply clip the coupon! 


For a speedy route to health 


Simply clip the coupon! 
Would you Samson's strength were thine? 
Would you scintillate and shine? 


Right upon the dotted line 


Simply clip the coupon! 


Earn ten thousand bucks a year 


Simply clip the coupon! 
Banish doubt and foolish fear 
Simply clip the coupon! 


Would you join the Favored Few? 








Would you make your dreams come true? 
inything is yours if you 
Simply clip the coupon! 
Judge Publishing Co., Inc 
18 East 48th Street 
New York, N. Y. 
Please send me Judge for 
C) 104 Week $7.80 
0 Weel 5.00 
S BR. vcacvdaceeaneee bends 
ee a 
City State 
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Judging the Shows 


Continued from page 16 


apparently rubbishy minds; and how 
poor dolts imagined they could 

any money out of them is a 

better suited to an = insan 


proble mh 


asvlum clinic than to theatrical criti 
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Nathan Recommends 


Uncle 


Vanya” ( ( 
bast 
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“The Last Mile” 


June Moon” B t \r 


Ihe Green Pastures” I \ 
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Strictly Dishonorable”’ \ yy 
i \ 
“Strike Up the Band” ! S 
Yr. 3 B ( 

Simple Simon” l 

1 decor t W 

Sons o' Guns” ‘ J 1) 
Fifty Million Frenchmen” 

Flying High” (\ Sor 

t a | n ig | XR 


ur 


“Street Scene” \ lon I 


Nathan Recommends—with 
Reservations 


Topaze” (Mus B Sor 
’ Ni 


The First Mrs. Fraser” (Playhouss I 


thoug the per 


“It's a Wise Child” 


aw l t " 
Bird in Hand” { St t Pris 


Lost Sheep” S \ 


1a n laug » t 


Notes on Other Exhibits 


Hote L niverse”’ B I 


Journey's 


End” M ! I 


Death Takes a Holiday” B 


“Dishonored Lady” my Per 
“Michael and Mary” iH \ M 
“Young Sinners” Mor S ul 
suunger Get t S XXX) ‘ 
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if SS a 


There has always been unemploy- 


ment this time of year; the only dif- 


ference is that this year not so many 


of the unemployed are carrying mashie 


niblicks. 
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oull be 


ALL RIGHT 


at a 
Statler’ 





In these hotels 


in advance, of the up- 


you 


sure, 





to-date attractiveness of your | 
- ¢ s- : 
of such comforts - 


room and 


o which awaits the turn of a 


as rad 


switch, running ice water, bed-head 
reading lamp, your own private 
bath, a morning paper under the 


door when you wake; and excellent 


restaurants, in a variety which 


ranges from formal service to a 
lunch-room or cafeteria. 


Yo u 


Service,” and that every Statler 


can be sure of “Statler 


n is guaranteed. 


guest s Sutisfactio 


Depend upon the experience of 
thousands of travelers who'll tell 
f i: inguire ina Pullman, ora 
ship’s lounge, or wherever travelers 


congregate, that ‘“‘you'll be a// right 


a Statler 


HOTELS 
STATLER 


BOSTON DETROIT 
BUFFALO ST.LOUES 


CLEVELAND NEW YORK 
[Hotel Pennsylvania \ 
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Judge’s Crossword Puzzle No. 158 Horizontal 


1. This might be that future shadow that you should av 
4%. A sign that will always lure a Scotchman. 
13. Someone is always trying to string this one. 
ys tr} 3 
| > 4 5 6 7 8 9 10 i" 12 14. We will have to make allowances for this one 
16. Belonging to. 
18. This used to spout a good deal but no one has heard fr 























| 44 15 it lately. 
4 19. This one’s life is intense and he always prefers 
20. This used to stand for tea-parties but now it is tall 











lio 17 18 19 90 pictures, 


21 They even do this to time in Chicago 
23 This is even more silent than Cal 
25. Women do this for a peeling effect when they know t! 
onions 
2\ 22 253 oa 25 26. Any Yale man will tell you this helps make eligibility 
2 These never make dutiful daughters. 
28. The farmer is usually back of this. 
26 27 28 29. You might make this when you are not sure of your w 
1. These always look slick 
$2 You will have to go to the ends of the earth for th 
of a thing 

29 30 3 32 33 34. This is what the winner always gets. 
$6. Here is some food for thought—in Chicago th 

skinned, beaten and even had its eyes dug out 
b-| 35 36 37. This kind of a girl has a calling in just plugging ak 

a number of things. 
38. You will find the berries in these. 
41. This is good for the toothache 
44. High fliers that have reached the end of their string 
45. This one started a lot of trouble in one of thos 

down joints, 

They never serve peaches or pairs at this kind of a dis 
48. This is what makes one think he is a Germar 
44. It won't be long now 

WM). Alphabetically speaking this is what they do when Gres 

7 meets Greek 
51. The end of the little pig that went to market 
52. Before the company had gone did you ever do this t 
8 9 50 yawn ? 
54 \ Hebrew measure 
55. You all know this fellow—he needs no introduction 


ii. This is deery himsel/. | 
51 x2 535 >| 57. Don't keep this up your sleeve this summer (plur 
59. The motorcycle cops are on to this (abbr 
60. This is what a certain Benedict was 
62. A favorite pitcher of the Yankees 
55 56 37 8 59 64. These are usually good lookers 
65. This one has a hard time in getting by 


t 
GO GI 65 Vertical 


1. This has an upstanding reputation in the commur I 
A 65 ind is an inveterate smoker 
2. The lonesome pine initials 


















































8 


is W 








ng 














37 



























































































































































This might be Cuban or it might be Fr } \ 
fall for the French 
Submitted by Catherine MacMillan, Chicago, Ill Judge pays $10 for each puzzle printed 4. The kind of a meal they had for breakfast t 








— = . — - = - | 





at speeds where 


life depends on 


-be SAFE on Dayton DeLuxe Thorobred Balloons 


The Dayton De Luxe Thorobred Balloon is built to withstand the terrific 
strains and speeds of modern driving. It is the product of a new principle 
in design and construction. 





It is thicker, wider, heavier, sturdier. It is practically impervious to cuts 
and punctures. It absorbs the racking shocks of ruts and bumps on the 
roughest roads. It resists the wear and tear of sudden starts and stops. 


It’s the tire for your car. See it at the Dayton dealer's today. 


THE DAYTON RUBBER MFG. CO., Dayton, Ohio 


> Dayton 


Truck and Bus Balloon Tires and 
of Dayton Special Service Truck ; De Luxe 


and Bus Tires, and Dayton Fan 


I of all Ameen eee "“THOROBRED BALLOON 
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6 This is what time will do 
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Wt it 2 woman d 
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No Charge ! 


Sandy. who owned a 
Dundee, 
ideas for advertising. 


theatre in 
went to London to get some 


While walking through the great 
city, he saw a notice outside a movie 
to the effect that all persons over 


cighty years of age would be admitted 
iree, 

“Just the thing,” he told himsedf. 

The following day Sandy returned 
to his native town and the first thing 
he did was to put a notice outside his 
own theatre which read: 

“All persons over eighty years of 
admitted free, if 
panied by their parents.” 

—ANSWERS 


age will be accom 


A firm of solicitors rang up a stock 
broker and the following conversation 
took place: 

“Good morning. 
man?” 


“Yes. Who is that?” 


Are you Mr. Den 


“This is Hullett, Craftling, Studge. 


Minariddy, Gowle, and Scarrow.”’ 
‘Oh, good morning, 
sood morning, 


morning, 


good morning, good 
and good morning.’ 
—Tir-Birs 


Solution of Last Week’s Puzzle 

















Dr. Sevss 


Tie CHarrMaNn 


a warning bell on every single Flit Gun in the country! 





good morning. 
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JUDGE’S 
CrROSS-WORD 
PUZZLE BOOK 


6,000 humorously 
clever definitions that would make 
Noah Webster turn 
Edited by the staff of 


contains more than 


over in his yrave. 
Jupce, the 
originators of humorous cross-word 
puzzles, it contains 50 of the best 
cross-word puzzles that have ever 
app ared in Jt I 


And when vour self-control forsakes 


you and you just can’t stand the 
uspense any longer—you can turt 
to the back f | b } break the 
eal and compare your answers with 
the correct ones 

The attractive cover was designed 
by Ruth Eastman Rodgers. There 
are humorous titles and clever cap- 
tions on every page. 


Order Your Copy Now! 


You'll never have so much fun 
r get many laughs any r for 
$] st) 
JUDGE PUBLISHING CO., Inc., 1-30 


18 East 48th Street, 
New York, N. Y. 


Dear Sirs 
Ple id copies of Judge's 
ros <- Wi rd A oa Book, at $1.50 each, 
f hick ose $ 
Name 
Address 
City State 


aon 
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” DEFENSE 
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| HOUSEHOLD Insects 
/ Yarns MANN ANN DAIS 
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Gentlemen, it’s our last and only hope: We must tie 


—ADvT. 






GOLF CLUBS 
ARE MADE.... 








GOLF CLUBS 







FULL LINE OF 
WODDS AND IRONS 
ASK YOUR PRO - HE SELLS THEM 








... youll be too old to care 


99 
BUTCHART- NICHOLLS 


SS 


| BUTCHART-NICHOLLS CO. SPRINGDALE.CONN. 
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FRENCH ALKALINE 
MINERAL WATER 


VITTEL 


GRANDE SOURCE 
TO DRINK IT DAILY IS 
INEXPENSIVE HEALTH INSURANCE 
PALATABLE AND EFFECTIVE 


MORRIS & SCHRADER, * "“NEW*Yorn 
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“Are you getting a divorce from Peter?” 
“No, we decided not to on account of little Fifi.” 
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AUDUBON SOCIETY <artis 
SUGGESTS USING we 

GOLF LINKS FOR 
BRD SANCTUARIES 


PROTECT THE 
PARROTS 








THE GROUND >——? 
KEEPERS FRIEND 















For TIRED 
CADDIES 
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THE NINETEENTH 
HOLE / 











Getting Back to Our Census 
(Continued from page 6) 


dealer. So I say to you, fellow mem 
bers of the Waldemar County Asso 
ciation of Porous Plaster Dealers. 
let’s all try to get a little closer to the 
needs of Mr. Average Consumer. Hovw 
would you feel showing up at a rugger 
match in rough, loungy tweeds with 
pince-nez porous plasters or a forma! 
dinner at the Embassy in a tail-coat 
with tortoise-shell porous plasters? 
Think of the whispered sneers! Can't 
you hear that charming girl on your 
right thinking, “Oh, if poor old Tony 
Mainwaring knew how ridiculous he 
looks in those old-fashioned porous 
plasters!” Remember, men, one set 
of porous plasters for sport, another 
for business, and still another for 
social engagements. You wouldn't 
think of showing up at a night club 
with your own wife, yet you think 
nothing of playing footie with the 
haut monde in the same porous plas 
ter you use for shaving. That's all 
for today, men, and in closing we'll 
ask J. T. Sherbet to lead us in the last 
chorus of “Porous Plaster, You're 


Our Master.” 


A Parting Shot 


He had proposed and the girl had 
turned him down. 

“Ah, well,” he sighed dejectedly, 
“T suppose I'll never marry now.” 

The girl couldn't help laughing a 
little, she was so flattered. 

“You silly boy!” she said. “Be 
cause I’ve turned you down, that 
doesn’t mean that other girls will do 
the same.” 

“Of course it does,” he returned 
with a faint smile. “If you won't 
have me, who will?” —ANSWERS 


Mr. Vallée’s stein song may be all 
right, but in the old days you never 
saw a man crooning into his beer. 

—N. Y. Evenine Post 


In the near future, we are told, we 
will not only see the motion pictures, 
and hear them, but will smell odors 
appropriate to each situation. I await 
with interest the filming of ‘‘Hamlet,” 
particularly that scene where a char 
acter says, “There’s something rotten 
in the state of Denmark.” 

—Dertrroir News 


Chicago has been all worked up 
over a debate as to whether or not 
there is a hell. You'd think that out 
there they’d be discouraged enough in 
just knowing there’s a Chicago. 

—N. Y. Evenine Post 
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FREE BOOK LIGHT See Below 











Read !I 
And Sleep 


Do you know 


How much sleep you need? 


What kinds of people make 
us really tired? 


How to get to sleep quickly? 
Whether pajamas bring _bet- 


ter sleep than a night-shirt? 


The effects of an alarm clock 
on your health? 


At what hour burglars can 
rob you most easily? 


That men need more sleep 
than women — because of 
clothes? 


That your entire body never 
sleeps at the same time? 


That stair climbing takes 
fifteen times as much energy 
as walking? 


That the color scheme of a 
bed room affects your sleep? 


That too soft a mattress is 
just as bad as one too hard? 


Why you ought to rom 4 
alone—and in what size bed? 














Here is the book 
that tells you how! 


Until quite recently, almost nothing was known about 
this strange body-need—why we slept, what produced it, 
what disturbed it, what could take its place, and how we 
could use it to best advantage. 


Sleep, in fact, was the great mystery—to scientists as well 
as laymen—until Dr. Laird started his sleep research 
laboratory at Colgate University. 


Many surprising things were then discovered. The experi- 
mental results exploded many old theories and created 
many new ones. These facts are presented, for the first 
time, in this volume. 


Here you learn how much sleep you need; how you can 
win it most easily; what induces it; what prevents it; the 
kind of beds and accessories that will best promote it, etc. 
Here all the practical problems of sleep are presented in a 
clear and entertaining manner. This is, in fact, the only 
book that can make people sleep. 


with each copy of the first printing now on sale 
at all bookstores, an electric Book Light com- 
FREE: with bulb and extension cord. Clamps 
to any book. Fine for reading in bed. FREE 


SLEEP 


Why We Need It and How to Get It 
by DONALD A. LAIRD, Ph.D., Sc.D. 
and CHARLES G. MULLER 


$2.50 at your bookseller or from 























The JOHN DAY CO., 386 Fourth Ave., New York 
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“COMING EVENTS CAST 
THEIR SHADOWS BEFORE” 
(Thomas Campbell 1772-1844} 


AVOID THAT 
FUTURE SHADOW 


by refraining from over- 

indulgence, if you would 

maintain the modern fig- 
ure of fashion 


We do not represent that 
smoking Lucky Strike Ciga- 
rettes will bring modern figures 
or cause the reduction of flesh. 
We do declare that when tempt- 
ed to do yourself too well, if 
you will ““Reach for a Lucky” 
instead, you will thus avoid 
over-indulgence in things that 
cause excess weight and, by 
avoiding over-indulgence,main- 
tain a modern, graceful form. 





“It’s toasted” —=_— 


Tobecco Co. Manalecturers 


Your Throat Protection — against irritation — against cough. 
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QUADRI-COLOR CO., JAMAICA NY 


